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Disclaimers: These people belong to themselves and their gods, not me. Bah humbug. And | am sad to say | 
made this all up, it never happened, it never will. Again, bah humbug. While there is probably a very boring 
reason for James wearing this shirt, | like my idea better, but | would never suggest that James is now letting 


Kirk dress him.much. 


This was inspired by that truly yuk shirt James was wearing while standing in Kirk's kitchen in an old (2001) ‘So 
What: Liberty was taken with the person who actually took the picture. 


-Kirk's POV~ 

"Now Kirk, for fuck's sake, please?" 

There's hands grappling between my shirt and my waistband, like they can't decide which to deal with first. 
Either's fine with me, but- 


"But Lars-" 


The hands aren't stilling, but there's a mouth heading to that patch of skin just below my ear. He knows how 
quickly that'll make me purr. 


"Fuck Lars," is what he says, just before his mouth finds its mark. 
| can't resist the giggle that mingles with the moan. 
If you wanna fuck Lars, why is your hand on my crotch?" 


There's another noise, because the hand that slipped from my waist to my crotch is now kneading until we 


both feel me start to swell. 

"C'mon Hamlet, you know you want to, don't you? Anything you want. You want my mouth on you? Sucking you 
hard, dry, the feel of your cum hot against my Tongue, or do you wanna come inside me, flooding me with 
your seed? Or do you want to filled, with me, in your mouth? In your ass?" 

Yes, this is me being dragged towards my bedroom, by the finger James has hooked through my belt loops. 
Something tells me James wants sex. 

James thinks he's in charge. 

James has a surprise coming. 

He doesn't stop until he's standing at the foot of my bed, the bed itself backed up to his calves. Hands reach 
for my shoulders and | know he has every intention of turning and, in true Hetfield fashion, throwing me on 
the bed. Not tonight, my not so little redneck wonder. 


My hands are at his chest and he's falling backward, before he has the slightest clue as to what's happening. 


"What ever | want, James?" | do so love being able to stand over him, to look down at him spread across my 


bed. "What | want is.. control” 

Well, he's nodding, even if | can see him gulping at the same time. 

Welcome to Kirk Hammetts world, Mr. Hetfield 

His hands are at the bottom of his t-shirt. | dont think so, James. 

"Did | Hell you to move? Did | tell you we would be removing clothes?" Of course, at the same time Im 


berating James, my hands are on the button at my waist, and | can't resist making a show of it, making the 


simple slip of a button through a hole, a lot more than it should be. 


The slide of the zip is slow, each click of release audible. As my thumbs rubs at the skin I'm slowly revealing, | 


know | have James‘ complete attention. 
Good. 
"Now you just lie there, James, though | will let you watch." 


More gulping. | know him well enough to know there are all manner of thoughts spinning around his head, not 


the least of which is, ‘fuck | had better get off here, as well: 

"Oh you'll get off, James, and you'll get off very well indeed, but you're gonna have to wait, just a little while." 
You know, | really don't think he's hearing a single word that Im saying. Why is that? Surely it couldn't have 
anything to do with the fact that the head of my cock is now free from behind the metal teeth, could it? 
Nothing to do with the fact it's almost a violent purple and beading precum that is just begging to be tasted, 
surely? 

Nah. 

Well, maybe. 

Two fingers slide over the head of my sex and he makes this strangled whimpering noise. | like that. 

The fingers roll, collecting the moisture at the tip and he swallows. Loudly. 

His eyes don't so much as blink as | bring the digits to my mouth, spiralling my tongue around then, licking 
them clean. | mewl, and not quietly, partly from the taste that is on my tongue, but mostly because, even 
blind, | can feel James’ eyes Touching me, devouring me. 

Wanting me. 

| can deal with that. And with him. 

My feet kick the legs, still hanging over the base of the bed, together, then | climb up to sit across his thighs. 
My pants are still only partly unzipped, my cock is still making its presence known, and has James damn near 


drooling. 


You know, if | had a plan, this would pretty much be it. James, beneath me, panting, my cock, hard. His cock - | 
look down at his groin - oh yeah, it's hard. 


| scoot up a bit so that my ass is sitting right on James‘ groin. Of course, the fact that | can now rub said 


ass on said groin is merely a bonus, | promise. 


Fuck me, what an incredibly nice bonus. 


James‘ head rears backward and his eyes shut as he tried to raise his hips and turn the gentle rub into a 
maddening grind. 


"Ah ah ahhh, James." | raise my backside completely away from his touch. "My show. The more you push, the 
longer it's gonna take you to get off. | don't mind of Lars walks in, but then - I'm not the shy one! 


Suddenly, he's laying flat back against the bed. Kind of. | mean, I'd be attempting to hump fresh air too, though 


James is probably doing a better job at not making it so obvious than | ever could. 
| can reward him for that. 


Sitting back down on him, | go back to my slowly worked circles and, placing my hands either side of his head, | 
lean in to flick my tongue softly at his lips. His mouth opens and he nips gently at the tip. 


That earns him a bit more pressure for the next movement of my hips. 

Just for a second, | allow him control of the kiss, because it's something | like, something he's good at. The 
firm pressure of lips pleading for entrance to my mouth, teeth that nip, asking for much the same thing, then 
the wet heat of a tongue that, every time, learns my mouth, my lips, like it was the very first time. 

| think its me that moans, could be James, either way, it's time control was mine again 

But even then, it takes so much effort to pull away from that kiss. 

"You know, James, we don't actually have time for everything that | want. | want to be inside you, pounding 
your ass, feeling your pulse beat in time with mine..but even allowing for Lars adjusted time, we just don't 


have the time we'll need to do each other..justice." 


Damn, that look of ‘I don't have to walk with this hard on do |?! spreading over James‘ face is priceless. Poor 


bastard has so much blood in his groin, | think he'd faint if he tried to stand up. 


Sitting back on my haunches, | move to crawl up a bit further to kind of rest on James‘ chest, though | make 


sure I'm still far away enough for him to see me. | still have some more of my show to perform. 


Like my hand, going back to my zip, my hips thrusting forward as every tooth gives up its hold, until my cock 
is jutting just that bit further out. | bring my hands through James‘ hair, then down over his face, his neck, 
shoulder..nipples..sternum. Fuck, just seeing my hands on his body makes me wants to leave them, stroking and 
touching for the rest of our- 


"Lars." 


The barely breathed word brings me back to the here and now, and | watch my fingers reach their goal. My 
open fly. They slide in, pushing my pants down and | free myself with, maybe, a little more show than 
necessary, but, seeing as how this going to be all about my touch, I'm going to enjoy it. 

My hand curls around my sex. 

"Are you watching lover?” 

He nods. 

| drag my hand from base to tip. 

"We don't have time for much, but we can both get off now, then have some fun later, much later, after 
you've thought about what that fun will be, how that fun will be. How's your imagination, James? Can you sit, 
drinking a beer, and think of how you feel sunk deep into my ass?" 

More nodding. And a groan. 


My palm slides over the head of my cock as |, once again, take hold of it and stroke downward. 


"| can, James, imagine - that is. How you feel, around my cock when you're trying not to beg. Imagine the taste 


of your cum being licked from my fingers, being licked from your cock." 
Now James is panting. Or is that me? 

Who cares. 

My grip is firmer now, my stroke losing finesse. 


"Or how about, how you feel, driving yourself into me, your hands at my hips, pulling me nearer, or your hand 


at my cock, pulling me off" 


| can't help but sit up off him, my hand moving faster as my hips thrust harder. James' hands are clawing at 


my thighs and that's all | need. 
"Mine, you're mine, loverrrrrr. Fuck me. Jamessss-" 


The first stream of come hits an open mouth and James' eyes close in bliss. Its my turn to be mesmerized 
now. All | can do is hump my hand, and watch the come hit James’ chin, his throat, his shirt.. 


Even as he's reaching for my hand, he's lapping the come from his lips, not slowly, not like he's trying to 
tease, but like he's starving and horny and desperately trying to find something, anything, that'll get him off. 


The taste of me has been known to do that to him, once or twice. 
But | know what | want, and right now, that is to taste him. 


Only when my free hand reaches for his jeans, does he let the other go. There are still traces of cum 


between my fingers, and now, on his jeans too. 


James, attempting to fuck his zip, doesn't make undoing it any easier, but then again, | don't think easy is on 


his mind, right now. 
Neither are words. 


But an articulate whimpering, a begging growl and this horny as all fuck moan.well lets just say they're noises 
he has completely down pat. 


Though he lets the strangled scream loose when | finally do manage to get enough of the zip undone that | can 
swallow the head of his cock. There's not even time for me to move, before the taste of him is flooding my 
mouth. 

Now he's thrusting and I'm swallowing. 

Fuck, | love this taste. 

Not to mention the man himself. 

When | finally get around to raising my head, there's nothing to do but giggle. Only James could do the Mighty 
Hetfield glare thing, while sucking at fingers that have obviously been gathering come from where the pool 


near his Adam's apple. 


| sit back, then watch him sit up. He tugs at his t-shirt, at the wet patch that isn't as obvious now as it will 
be shortly. 


Oops. 
"Hej dicks! Where are you?" 
"Fuck" 

That's it, James, yep. 


"You're dressed Hamlet. Get down there and fucking stop him from coming up here!" 


No, | wasn't joking when | said James was the shy one. 

And | guess | am the one closest to being dressed. Climbing off the bed, | walk into the closet, just grabbing 
the first shirt my hand reaches. No, | don't look. I'm throwing it in James‘ direction, doing up my fly and 
heading for the door, all at once. 


James‘ screwed up nose is all | see as | shut the door. 


Ze 
Oh fuck 
| didn't, did 1? 
Oh yeah, | did. 
Oh fuck 


Yep, there stands the Mighty One, dressed in black silk and gold dragons. 
Not looking at Uli, not going to look at.. 

Who knew Lars‘ eyes could dance like that all while he was biting his tongue. 
James glares - or tries to. 

Stefan just hands him a beer and murmurs, "nice shirt" 

| look over to Lars, just as the camera clicks. 

| know where that'll go. 

And | know what it'll be. 

Evidence. 

Concrete evidence. 

As to why, exactly, on March the Ist 2001, I'll be the one with James‘ cock deep inside my ass. 
| always knew that shirt would be good for something. 


FKE 


